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			Coffee and Sex

			The early morning sun stirred Mark awake. Opening his eyes, he saw he was alone in the California king bed. Yawning and stretching, he forced himself to get up to look for the man with whom he shared the bed and, soon, the rest of his life. Hopefully, he had a fresh pot of coffee waiting, or there would be Hell to pay.

			Mark found him in his boxers, standing in front of the coffee maker. He took a moment to admire the 6’6” man he loved. Taking in his strong, broad back and hard, firm ass, Mark wondered why it had taken them so long to get here. Then he remembered: they were young and dumb.

			Hugging him from behind, Mark said, “Good morning, Hunter.”

			Turning in his arms, Hunter embraced him. “Good morning.” His hands ventured down to cup Mark’s bare ass. “You should put some clothes on. Paris will be here in a bit.”

			Slipping his hands down the back of Hunter’s boxers, Mark said, “He doesn’t come in for another hour. I want you now.”

			“I thought you were saving yourself for our wedding night.” Hunter laughed. 

			“Consider this an undress rehearsal.” Mark leaned up and kissed him on the lips. “You should be honored. I’m choosing you before coffee in the morning.”

			Hunter grinned. “I am. Can’t you feel it?”

			“I’d rather taste it.” As Mark slipped down his body, he pulled Hunter’s boxers down. 

			Wrapping his hand around the base of Hunter’s thick eight inches. He stroked Hunter, milking out a pearl of pre-cum. Mark kissed the tip, coating his lips with Hunter’s excitement. He ran his tongue over the crown, then ran his tongue along the underside to Hunter’s balls.

			Hunter spread his legs for Mark and leaned back to push his groin out. Mark took full advantage of the offering, taking one of Hunter’s large balls into his mouth. He swabbed his tongue over the fleshy orb. Hunter moaned. Mark gave his other ball the same treatment. He felt Hunter’s legs tremble.

			Mark felt Hunter’s hand in his hair. He pulled back to play with the tip again. Opening his lips, Mark swallowed only the fat head of Hunter’s dick. Hunter groaned above him. “Damn, I love the way you play with my dick.” Hunter gently nudged Mark farther onto his cock. “Suck me, baby.”

			Mark took him down slowly, letting the taste of Hunter’s cock spread across his tongue. When he reached the base, he used his left hand to fondle Hunter’s balls. Mark pulled back before he started to gag. One last swirl of his tongue, and then Mark started working the hard cock feverishly. 

			“Damn, this is the best way to start a morning.” Hunter fisted Mark’s hair and pulled him across his length. “We better not have to do special effects when we film in a few days because of your libido.”

			Mark pulled off Hunter’s cock. Stroking the spit-slick rod, he said, “It will be worth it.”

			“I’ll give you worth it.” Hunter pushed Mark back. He covered his lover’s body with his own. Kissing Mark, he took Mark’s arms and pinned them above his head. Breaking the kiss, Hunter ordered, “Stay, boy.” 

			Hunter kissed his way down Mark’s smooth muscular body to his hard six inches. He inhaled Mark’s cock down to the base. He pushed two fingers under Mark and maneuvered them between Mark’s toned, muscled cheeks. He felt Mark’s hole quiver at the touch of his fingers petting it. 

			“Why are you teasing me?” Mark groaned. 

			Hunter ignored the question, sucking Mark for another few minutes before pulling off. He lifted Mark’s legs up and pressed them into his chest. With Mark’s hole before him, Hunter lowered his face between the plump cheeks. His strong, thick tongue brushed the sensitive flesh and swirled it around.

			“Fuck, eat my ass,” Mark moaned. “I hope we’re done before Paris gets here.”

			Hunter licked up Mark’s crack, over his balls, and along his shaft. “Guess we better get to the good stuff then.” Hunter reached up on the counter and grabbed the small bottle of olive oil. “We really need to start keeping lube stashed around the house if we’re going to be this frisky.”

			“I’ll have Paris order some,” Mark growled. “Fuck me already.”

			Hunter drizzled the olive oil from Mark’s cock down the crevice of his ass. Setting the bottle aside, he thrust two fingers easily into Mark. “Better add olive oil to the shopping list.”

			“Can you just fuck me already?” Mark asked through clenched teeth.

			Hunter pulled his slicked fingers out of Mark. Using the oil that coated them, he stroked his cock. “Leave it to me to marry a bossy bottom.” Putting a hand on either side of Mark’s head, he positioned himself so his cock just tickled Mark’s entrance. “Maybe I should fuck it out of you.”

			“If you must. Just hurry up and fuck me already.” Mark’s eyes rolled back. Hunter had pressed his cock into him, sliding into Mark as easily as a glove. Mark purred, “Oh, baby.”

			The sound of slick skin slapping mixed with their moans of pleasure. Mark’s body tingled from the familiar feel of Hunter’s cock in him. Hunter started out slowly, enjoying the feel of Mark’s warm insides. He found his rhythm, leaned down, and kissed Mark. Hunter began pounding into him feverously. 

			Hunter rose back up. Taking Mark’s left leg, he twisted the man’s so his left leg rested on his right, but left Mark’s back on the floor. Hunter put a steadying hand on Mark’s hip, the other he slipped around Mark’s cock. He began thrusting into his lover, jerking Mark’s cock as he did.

			“Just so you know, this is just an appetizer for the honeymoon,” Hunter grunted. He slipped out for just a moment when Mark twisted around and got on all fours. “The main course is going to last all night.”

			Mark arched his back when he felt Hunter’s hands on his hips. “The dessert I have planned is going to last all day.” He reached under himself and took his cock in hand. “Right there, hit it right.” Through gritted teeth, he cried out, “I’m cumming!” 

			Mark’s face clenched, then his cock exploded in his hand, spilling his load onto the tile floor. His body jolted with orgasmic tremors. His ass clenched, squeezing Hunter’s cock. Hunter’s hands tightened on his hips. He felt Hunter’s cock swelling in him. Mark reared back into Hunter, meeting each of his furious thrusts.

			“Oh, Hell yeah!” Hunter shouted as his cock exploded in Mark. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Hunter shouted as his cock rapidly fired. He gave Mark a playful smack on the ass. “No more for you.” He slipped out of Mark. “We have work to do.”

			Mark rolled over to lie on his back. With a satisfied grin, he said, “Shut up and cuddle with me.” Mark stretched out his arms. “Come on.”

			“Spoiled bottom.” Hunter laughed as he lay on top of Mark. “I guess this is what I signed up for, huh?”

			With Hunter resting on his chest, Mark rubbed his back. “Forever and a day.” 

			“Are you guys done yet?” A voice called from another room. 

			They both began laughing. Mark called back, “He’s just doing his required post-sex cuddling! Come on in Paris!”

			“I thought we had rules about this.” Paris appeared in the doorway. His wavy, jet-black hair fell down around his head. From where they were, the 5’5” young man almost looked tall. His biceps bulged when he crossed his arms across his toned chest. He looked down at them over his black-framed glasses. “I’m not cleaning this up.” 

			“I will,” Hunter chuckled. “By the way, we need more olive oil.”
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			Paris in the Morning

			Paris went through the refrigerator and cabinets, making a list of groceries they’d need this week. Hunter and Mark were washing off their morning coitus. It had been thirty minutes, meaning they were done with round two and were actually showering now. It amazed Paris that the two had such high libidos, considering their line of work. 

			Sitting down at the kitchen table, Paris reviewed the list. He added a few items he knew they’d need with guests coming. Then he remembered who the guests were and doubled the order. With Billy and Carlos coming, he knew he’d have to do another grocery order midweek. He was about to send it for approval when he added in bold letters: lube. Lots of lube.

			With that done, Paris pulled up the shared calendar. Daniel was scheduled to come in today for his normal cleaning day while Mark and Hunter were at the gym. Today, Daniel would be making sure all the rooms were clean and set up for their guests. He’d have to see if Daniel could come in more days this week with the number of people coming to stay.

			“Lots of lube?” Mark asked, walking into the kitchen. He thought for a moment, then added, “Good idea.” Paris cocked an eyebrow at him. He looked at Mark, then at the jar of bills on the counter. Mark pulled a twenty from his wallet and stuffed it in. “Happy now?”

			Paris pushed his glasses back up his nose. “Very. How’s everything else on the list?”

			“You may have to make a second order with Billy and Carlos coming.” Mark poured himself a cup of coffee. “When are they coming again?”

			Paris scrolled through his phone. “Billy and Carlos are coming Wednesday. Cameron and Jordan are coming Friday. Dennis and Benjamin are driving up Friday, as well. Cody and Brad should be here tomorrow to do the setup for filming.” Paris tapped on the envelope he had left on the table. “Speaking of filming, I found this taped to the front gate.”

			“Another flash drive application from our faceless twink?” Mark asked, sitting down. Taking the envelope, he opened it. “Awe, this time a note.” He sat the flash dive on the table and unfolded the note. 

			Paris saw Mark visibly stiffen after reading it. “What does it say?”  He took the note from Mark and read it aloud. “You’ll live to regret not using me.”

			“Check the cameras again.” Mark’s voice shook when he spoke. “I want to know who dropped this off.”

			“Dropped what off?” Hunter entered with his hair still wet.

			Paris held up the note. “We got another flash drive with a note.”

			“Daddy Twink again?” Hunter took the note. After reading it, he sternly said, “Check his social media accounts, too. I want to know who this is.”

			Paris picked up the flash drive. “Does he really think he’ll get hired if he doesn’t show his face? Every video he leaves us or posts, he hides his face, whether he’s jacking off or fucking some guy.”

			Hunter sat the note on the table and stabbed at it with his finger as he spoke. “I want to know what he means by this.”

			“He probably means that you’ll regret not using him because he’s going to be huge.”  Paris saw the concern on their faces. “What?”

			Mark looked at Hunter before explaining. “Remember when we told you Dennis had the stalker, Billy had the murdering ex, and Carlos found himself in a kidnapping-murder situation?”

			“All three are coming here,” Hunter added.

			“Right. Vaguely threatening note.” Paris picked up the drive. “I’m going to have to watch all his videos, aren’t I?”

			Mark smiled. “Consider it a perk.”

			“You know you like watching Daddy Twink,” Hunter teased. Grinning at Paris, Hunter said, “Remember, if we catch you jerking, we get our money back for today.”

			Paris glowered at Hunter. “You won’t. Why does he call himself Daddy Twink? Isn’t that a contradiction?”

			“He might be a twink that identifies as a daddy?” Mark shrugged. “I don’t care. Find out who he is.”

			Paris groaned. “Fine, but you two are going to be late for the gym.” Paris stood. “Oh, and don’t forget to put your money in the sex jar, Hunter.”

			“Why do we do this again?” Hunter rolled his eyes. “This is our house, after all.”

			“Because you won’t let me turn the hose on you two,” Paris shot back. “Plus, the money goes to charity. Oh, tell your guests that the same rule applies to them.”

			Hunter looked at his phone. “Is that why you put ‘lots of lube’ in bold on the list?”

			“Here, let me change that.” Paris started typing on his phone. “There. Updated.”

			Mark read his phone. “Fuck ton?”

			“You have nothing to worry about.” Hunter put a hand on Mark’s shoulder. “The boys only play off-camera with their boyfriends.”

			“Okay, bosses, this has been fun and everything, but you two have someplace to be.” Paris made a show of looking at his phone. “If only there was something, like a calendar, your personal assistant keeps updated with your schedule.”

			Laughing, Mark stood up. “Okay, we get it. Get out so you can enjoy Daddy Twink’s porn.”

			“Thank you, and I’m not going to enjoy it.” Paris winked at them. “Much.”
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			Daddy Twink and the Service Boys

			With Hunter and Mark off to the gym, Paris decided to take advantage of the solitude to review the flash drive. Sitting down at his desk in the dining room they had converted into his office, Paris waited for his computer to load up. He wasn’t sure watching the videos would help him identify the faceless Daddy Twink.

			After the first drive showed up, curiosity had gotten the better of him, and he looked up Daddy Twink on Twitter. The account had a couple hundred followers. He watched a few of the snippets Daddy Twink had posted of his fan content to entice new subscribers and followers. The last time he had checked, Daddy Twink had close to five thousand followers. 

			The videos of the faceless, toned, sculpted body stroking his impressive cock had lured Paris into following the mysterious stud. It was only recently that he started doing collaboration videos. Anyone who expected to see his face in those was disappointed. Daddy Twink had thought of everything to keep his identity a mystery.

			Daddy Twink wore a hood that had patches that covered his eyes. Paris knew that he could see through the patches. Hunter and Mark had a similar one. When he was tasked with washing off the evidence of their love for each other, curiosity had gotten the better of Paris, and he had tried on the nylon hood. It wasn’t for him. 

			With his work computer up and running, Paris inserted the drive into one of the ports then waited for the security scan to complete. He checked the time. Daniel wasn’t due to arrive for another thirty minutes. That meant if anything popped up while watching these videos, he’d have plenty of time to solve the issue manually. 

			The scan finished, and the flash drive automatically opened on the screen. There was one video titled “Twink Daddy and the Service Boys” and another saying, “Read Me.” Paris debated which one to click first, ultimately deciding on the video first. The “Read Me” file was probably a simple text file with links to Daddy Twink’s socials that Paris already followed. 

			When the video clip loaded, Paris quickly maximized the player, then settled back in his chair. He could already feel the stirring of excitement in his groin. The title “Twink Daddy and the Service Boys” flashed on the black screen before the scene faded to “For your consideration.” Paris grinned. It seemed he’d be the first to see this video. 

			The black faded away to the scene. Paris instantly recognized the sun-kissed washboard abdominals and the defined Adonis muscles that dipped down into a pair of solid black boxers. The camera panned out to show Daddy Twink with a young, muscular man on each side of him, with their hands behind their backs. 

			The man on the left side was a stocky, muscular cub of a man with sandy blond hair that fell down around his face that was just shy of needing to be cut to keep it out of his eyes. On the right side was a toned muscular man with short black hair that lay flat on his head. Both men were wearing matching black jocks that bulged with their excitement. 

			They stayed perfectly still. Daddy Twink put a hand on the back of each of their heads and guided them to him. They took their hands from behind their backs and began running them up and down Daddy Twink’s legs and stomach. They grabbed the top of Daddy Twink’s boxers and pulled them down his legs.

			Paris knew what to expect when the boxers slid down to reveal Daddy Twink’s long, thick cock. He’d seen the hard thirteen-inch beast popping out from the trimmed black groin above the bull balls before, but he still had to vocalize his awe. “Damn, that’s huge.”

			Their hands continued to roam over Daddy Twink’s hard, defined body. The blond man was stroking his enormous cock while licking Daddy Twink’s abs. The brown-haied man was underneath, lapping at his balls. Daddy Twink simply stood there with his hands running through their hair as they worshiped his body. 

			The blond moved down. The brown-haired man up. They sandwiched Daddy Twink’s cock between their suckling mouths. They moved along Daddy Twink’s shaft, back and forth. It began to glisten with their admiration. Pre-cum dribbled out the tip and over his signature mole on his cock head.

			Daddy Twink guided them both back to the base of his fuck rod. He held them still while he moved his hips to thrust his cock through their lips. Undoing his pants, Paris licked his lips, wondering how the fleshy club would feel and taste on his lips. He lifted his hips and slipped his pants and briefs down to free his hard cock. 

			Spitting in his hand, Paris started stroking his hard, seven-inch cock. He was mesmerized by the impossibly large cock gliding through the two young men’s mouths. The man looked so tiny, barely taller than Paris himself, but he had a dick that easily was at least a third of his body weight.

			Holding the brown-haired man at the base, Daddy Twink moved the blond to the head. The blond engulfed the crown. He was able to take six or so inches before he started gagging. Pulling off to the tip, he worked what he could of the colossal schlong. Then he was pulled off to move back to the base.

			The brown-haired man took his place, swallowing a little more of Daddy Twink’s mammoth dick. With nearly nine inches in his mouth, he didn’t gag. He held the cock down his throat for almost thirty seconds before pulling off and sucking on the head. He worked Daddy Twink’s dick for a few minutes, then was replaced with the blond.

			Paris cautiously pumped his cock, not wanting his own personal explosion to happen before seeing more of the video. Since he was introduced to Daddy Twink’s videos, they had become the source of many of his personal eruptions. He wasn’t sure how he’d act if Mark and Hunter actually hired him.

			The camera panned out. Paris saw that Daddy Twink was standing on a crate, wearing his hood. With the push of Daddy Twink’s hands, his service boys dropped to all fours. They moved to face each other. Daddy Twink stepped down. He ran a hand down the brown-haired man’s back to slip a finger in his ass, then did the same to the blond.

			Pulling his fingers from the men, he moved behind the brown-haired man. Situating himself, Daddy Twink rubbed the head of his cock up and down the brown-haired man’s crack, then pressed it into him. His cock seemed to slip in easily, but Paris saw the concentration on the brown-haired man’s face. Paris was in awe that he could take that much cock.

			The Service Boys started kissing while Daddy Twink started sawing into the brown-haired man. He took almost all of Daddy Twink’s man meat without even a whimper. The brown-haired man pulled away from the kiss, tossing his head back before putting his head on the blond’s shoulder, who began kissing and licking his exposed neck.

			Paris felt the stirring of excitement in his balls. He slowed his stroke, only letting go to spit in his hand again. He wanted to last as long as the video, if he could. Based on the throb of his shaft in his hand, he was losing that battle.

			Daddy Twink slowly pulled out of the brown-haired man. Panting, the man fell to the floor and rolled over. His face was a mix of exhaustion and bliss. The blond leaned down to kiss him. Daddy Twink kneeled behind the blond. He pushed his cock in. Like the brown-haired man, the blond took it all without complaint.

			Paris could feel the surge building up in his balls. With the wedding planning, he’d been either too busy or tired to put in the effort to look for a casual hookup. Hunter and Mark were his bosses, but they treated him more like an equal, like family. They joked that he was the gay son they didn’t want to sleep with. That’s why this wedding was so important for Paris.  

			Daddy Twink pulled from the blond’s ass. The Service Boys continued to kiss. Daddy Twink moved around them to kneel down between the brown-haired man’s legs. Lifting the brown-haired man’s legs up and holding them at the ankle, Daddy Twink sank his cock almost balls deep into the brown-haired man. He pounded the willing Service Boy without mercy.

			Daddy Twink pulled out. The blond rolled over onto his back while the brown-haired man got up on his knees. The brown-haired man pulled the top of his jock under his balls, unleashing his hard seven inches. Daddy Twink was between the blond’s legs, slamming his cock into him. The brown-haired man straddled the blond’s head to thrust his cock into his eager mouth. 

			Paris checked the timer on the video. It was almost over, to Paris’s delight and dismay. He wanted to watch more, but he was on the verge of exploding. He wasn’t sure if he could edge himself any longer. He was slowing his stroke and squeezing his balls with his other hand. His cataclysmic ending was fast approaching. 

			Daddy Twink pulled out of the blond. The brown-haired man stood up, followed by the blond. They both dropped their jocks and kicked them to the side while Daddy Twink lay down on the floor. He held up his dick for the brown-haired man to squat down on. Once he impaled himself on Daddy Twink’s spear, the blond pulled him onto his hard eight-inch throbbing cock.

			The brown-haired man started riding Daddy Twink while sucking the blond. Daddy Twink fisted his cock. The brown-haired man was fucking Daddy Twink’s hand while he fucked himself on Daddy Twink’s dick. There was urgency in their movements. The blond started to face fuck the brown-haired man as the brown-haired man was gripping his legs. 

			After a while, the blond pulled out and started jerking his cock. He exploded onto the brown-haired man’s face. After the last of the pulse, the blond dropped down to his knees. Sliding off Daddy Twink’s cock, the brown-haired man stood. He jerked his cock until he was coating the blond’s face with his spunk. 

			The brown-haired man kneeled beside the blond. Daddy Twink stood, his huge cock swinging about. He gripped his cock with both hands and began jerking his cock. Back and forth, his hands greased his rod. His legs began to shake. A geyser of cum blasted out of Daddy Twink’s cock, painting the faces of the two men on their knees. 

			The scene faded out right as Paris allowed himself to release. His balls drew up tight. Before he could grab something to shoot his load into, white cream shot up across his black polo. He jerked in the chair in the aftermath of his orgasm. He milked out the last drops before letting out a satisfying sigh. 

			Paris leaned back in the chair, exhausted. He let go of his cock. His spunk-covered hand dropped to the side. He looked down at the white splatters across his shirt. He closed his eyes for a moment to enjoy the euphoric feeling. He took several deep, soothing breaths. He’d deal with the cleanup in a minute.

			“Shit.” Paris bolted out of the chair when he heard the front door close. He tried to keep his pants up as he rushed to the closest bathroom. 

			He heard Daniel call out, “Hunter? Mark? Paris? Is anyone here?”

			“In

		

	OEBPS/image/2.jpg
SoMEONE SERIES Book 4

Someone
RTT,

ROBERT LEWIS

4 ll()ls( m(n
Publications, In





OEBPS/image/1.jpg
Someone to

MARRY





OEBPS/image/9798823201773_fc.jpg
ROBERT LEWIS





OEBPS/image/4HorsemanLogo_BW.png
4 Horsemen

Publications, Inc.





